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WHERE are few logitimats vea- vosed Mabel Needam, “the woman 15

-sons for divorce, according to always to blame. You are narrow-
my way of thinking” sald misded, Teuy."

Ngstalie Thurston, failing to s#e her

“Well, a woman can do whatever she

hostess' signal ‘(o steer the consgrva- pieases with a man, and you know it,”

tion into lees dangercus channels. ™If
married people keep their heads, there
s always a possible solution of mny
hyman probiem. - Do you agnes, Mr.

sald Tony, warmly.

"THere &8 one thing that I do know.
it avery womag kmew & man like you
ihere would be more old maids like 1

Mrd“mmdthbMulnmamlﬂﬂlm“ mhappy
snccossfol civil engineer, who had re- married “women.”

centlv undertaken s big piece of eod-
stroction work near the city, }

“Oivnree i3 a very debalable sub-
ju he answercd, enigmatically.

4 a grest Theny cases divorce e
cay: .d by the fckleneas of women,”
said Tony McClure. “They are rast-
less. They want new emotions. . Why,
gven 0id mollier Eve left father Adam
to lisisn to ths wiles of the devil”
lsughed Tony. “! am & behelcor be-
eause 1 am afraid that I am not clever
encugh to Told the sllpperv aj!ver.tion
of any Tady fsir” ;

“Judging by your :am.rn " Anter-

el

“You're not an old mafd," argued
Tony. “You're just Mﬂs‘ht age, old
enough ‘to have some sense.” '

“If you two are not careful, we wiil
be buying your wedding presents with-
in & year,” said the pretiy, generous
young widow, who had made her home
among them for thres years

Tony grinned cheerfully at her. “You
can say the nicest ihings, Mrs, Wal-
lace. If {t were mot for Mabel now, 1
wonld propose to you" He winked
openly &t Ned Planchard, for the
young engineer had evidently fallen in
iove with Lenore Wallace on sight.

\

She “treated’ him as she’ did sl'l other

men. She was pleasantly agreeable, down ‘beﬂh Ber. Semewhat ciumsily the, moonlight.
the he pulled the armine stole she wore

nothing more. Ouly her b
dinner table knew that she wag ot &
real widow, merely the, oﬂﬂ—w
“divorced woman" who kad taken her
mniden name.

When dinner was over and. the men
lingering for a while over their liquors -
and cigars had finally gone 19’ seerch
of the women, Ned Planehard lIopked
uiply'md the drawing room far
Lenore Wallace, A . French M
opened on the terrace and through it
he eaught a sight of a white gown flut-
tering ontside.

Before him stretebed a lower gar-
dén where dslicately ti.qte& cosmos,
dahlias and lIste roses still courage-
ously flaunted thelr blossoms, although
there was a hint of early frost in the
ali. He follgwed Lepore dewn a
winding gravel path to o stome bench
before & fountain where the falling
water dropped llke sparkling jewels
in the moomnlight.

¥
™ e § sitting

cloger around her bare shoulders;

‘Sbe. did not anawer him. Her eves
were on the flowers around her, flow-
ers whose fragrent petals were drift-
in;hﬂnmmﬂohem that
‘rippled over the garden. 3

“T am in love with you. You know—
¥ou must have sssn—"

“Don't!” she exclaimed warily
Maﬂuapue.‘mnhduhu
the capaciy for one great passion in
life. VWhen that has ‘been dissipated,
there is nothing left but the ashes of
2 burned‘ont fire, When they were in-
nocently. discussing divorce at the ta-
ble tonight, T wanted to ery out, “How
n.u' you argue questions of which you
know wpething. I have Leem thromgh
the mill, There are scars burned in-
to my flesh—"

“Tell me,”” whigpered Ned Planch-
&rd, “tell nje, did you love as deeply
as that?”

-

She tutned to him, her face wan in
“For three years I
have umiled at the world, a vew world
into whichI forced myeelf, far from
the scemes of my one time happiness.
But through it all my heart has been
maimed and crushed. iike a bird with
‘broksn wings % strugzles valianily,
“yet wainly, to fly agaln; To forget is
impossible, Someone has wisely said
that a man disappoipted in leve lecks
ﬂ:it room in his heart dear to the old
‘love and throws away the key, but &
woman Grushes the cobwebs from the
door and refurns sgain and again, to
dream the old dreams.”

“I love you, Lenore," he said, lifting
Eor hand to hiE lipe: "I Tove you. I
swear that T will live to mke you
happy.”

“You!" she cried sccusingly. “Yeu,
who took my happiness away! Ohb,
the irony of iife, that you should come
to me, after ail these yvears and say, ‘1
love you." Why Ned, you don’t know
what love meana”

H‘ecamtha mhisa.rm.l and held
ker head against his throbbiag heart,
1 have been uiterly miserable every
‘minuta since I Jet you go, Lenore. We
were voung, foolish, inexperienced—"
me then, Now that you have achieved
sucoess, gratified :mu'r ambitien,
resched your gmﬂ
20) ¥ anod ay @ ou_ pEu NOXK,,

“I azomnized for & “erown,” he
toid bey sadly. “I wanted to work—
work for you, of course, and yoiu
ihnushf ‘that I neglecied you for a
whint, & meve selfish purpose 1o ad-
vance myself in my profassion. Girl,
dear,” he lapsed into old lover-like en-
dsarments, “when a man finds the ons
woman, hé longs to succesd to lay his
laurels at her fest. We quarrelled
about it opce. Let's begia gll over
again! Suceess is nothing, life is noth-
ing—without you!™

He released her abruptly and leanad
forward, head in Kis hands. The ar-
rogant, selfishly -important boy she
had Joved was gone. A man, sadly

‘num uitterly Jonely, was thmﬂ,:

his m Motherhood, long M
stirped in Ber heart, the heart that she
had scheeled hergell to belleye could
hold only the dust of her youthful
dreams. -

“Of- course,” he said in & tone m
brought & lump to her throat and &

st of tears to blur her e
&utmm come back to Inc, I bavg
made what the world calls success, but
it is gall and wormwood without yow,

“And if ¥ come back to you?" she
whispered breathlessly,

The sweet humility in the eyes by
lifted, the gentleness in his touch as
he beld her in hie arms again, tol@
more eloguently than words how muook
he really loved her. “Your Httle worl§
will claim you. Tony MeClure sayg
that half the men here are in love with
you,” he began jealously, “Can I maky
you happy?”

“A bird whose wings " have beem
broken never tries to fly high nor M,

Ned, dear,” she said soffy. 3
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He Made It a Binding Contr

act

By Phil Moore

ELP! Murder! The police!”
exclaimed Fosselt, disgust-
2div, as he rejoined Mr. and

Mr:. Dan DPugan on the hotel porch.
“Pdsrest’s goin’ 1o lay over in thishole
enotier day. 1 kpew mo good would
ooms Io bookin' this tank route, We
ought to be back st the Dlympia and
gopd old Broadwss. 1'm dyin’ of dry
ot in this dump” And he plumped
himself into & willow rocker despon-
dentiy

Mr=' Dan Dusan, othsrwise kmown
and j;ﬂbiir?y billed the night befpre at
the ppera hous: zs Bates, of Fossett,
Dmn and Bates, 'nmu.- Differen®
Dumzﬁs-r12 grinned snd mtud Fossett
tn the imee

“Hald in there, Bill,” she admonish-
i ~~It1l do your system = powerful
ot ol good to miss The giddy golng for
another day. Let's have a little game,

“Nix, never, no" protested Fossett,
posisvely. . “T'm going to- get the eol
man and go down Maln strest and kid

the rubes a bit” He rose. vawned
loudly and lmhlgﬂ into 1be Yobby.
Tacking over te the dm stand, where
Forrest was critically hunting for &
familiar smoke, he deliberately divert-
ed the attention of the young girl from
Forrest. : |

“Miss, where's gny excilement? \he
acked, leaning ower the case with =
friendly smila,

“1 beg your, pardon.” ghe replied, in-
nocently. “What do you mean?”

“Just this," he persisted. "This
gentleman here has sentenced me to
another day’'s exile from my native
heath, which & & broad concrete thor-
oughfare spoken of often as Broadway.
1 wish to keep the sunny emile and
amuse mrse’lf. So the best llitle thing
you can do for this fired business
man, which s me, is to tell me where
I can be amused tomight. Me and my
rural friend, Mr. Forrest, here"

Forrest, having dined luxuriously
over the frst chemicslly pure fried

little girl,

chicken he'd had for a year, and fsel-
ing in a good humor, chuckled. The
girl, however, felt a little nettled over
Fosselt's manner. feellng in some in-
stinctively way that he was “joshing"
her. "I don't know whethsr it would
interest you or mnot,” she replied with
iy swestness, but there's a little en-
teriglnmenst down at the Baplist
Chureh tonight. " Even yon might en-
Joy it .

Fossett winced, while Forrest .gave
him a sharp dig in the midrib.

“8core one for the Ilittle lady,”
shouled Forrest. “She's called you,
Pete”

Fossett grinned sheepishly.

“I guess you're right,” hé admlitted,
with a lavgh. “Buy yourself that big
box of chocolates and charge it to me,
I'm stang

“Come on, Pete,” urged Forrest
“Lét's take in the big show. Let's go
now and get a front seat” And he
grasped Fosdett's arm and led him

a
S

away.

Five minutes later they were in the
joeiling hollday-bedecked thromg in
front of the ghurch. Neither was
recognized, for Fosseit's maksup the
night before had laborately concealed
his features, while Forrest was only
the manager, and therefore not previ-
pusly in evidence, They cnsconced
themselves comfortably in two seals
well front, and wmanaged to take a
snickering interest in the first part of
the program, similar as it was, in ev-
ery respect, to the average of its kind.
Then the Sunday-chool superinten-
dent, an important little man with {m-
pressive “sideboards” and officiously
aciing as siage manager, call-hoy,
staga carpenter, eleetrician and stage
hand, authoritatively pssumed unio
himself the additional splendor of an-
nouncing that “the next feature (accen-
tuatng the last eyllable) on our pro-
n-a.m will be Miss Fannie Thompuon,
of whom ‘we nare all so proud” He

further explained, to Fossett's glee,
that she was the riyal of dny "per-fea-
sional singer on theé stage” He pe-
tired reluctantly, and Miss Fansule
Thompson appeared. Fossell, expect-
antly awaiting “Silver Threads Among
the Gold" by a limpld soprano of
doubtful age, 8at up with a start,
"Great guns!” he whispered, hoarse-
ly, to Forrest, "buf she's a winner?®"
Forrest, howevér, made no answer,
for as the orchestira swung Into the
opening strains of a late popular hit,
and the gir! slarted ia &lng, he sat
if dazed. Where in the name of
Heaven did that girl coma from? such
personality, and such winsome vivacl-
ty! At the conclusion of her'act, For-
test, silently and dreamily, grasped
Foescit's arm and led him to the sireet
Onece outside, Forrest turned to Fos-
sett with 8 look of wonder,
“Man alive!™ lhe cried, “that girl's
a knockout. Why, she'll fill the Olym-
nia to standin’-ropm. She's a find.

I'm guing to book hen, up.”

*Wake up, you're asleep,” ridiculed
Fassett. “Why, there ain't a chance
of you coaxing her away from here.
But I've got to hend it to you, she's
a wonder, And pretty,” well—I think
I'H stay eyer & while,”™

‘The aext moraning Ferrest got the
address of Miss Thompson from the
eigar plerk, and, accompanied by Fos-
sett, who had been Impatiently trying
to get the manager started for up-
waris of two hours, they departed for

as the Thompson home,
They were graclougly received, but-

their proposition met with a decided
chill. + Playacting asserted Mother
Thompson, was all right in its. place,
but she didn't want her girl {0 be an
aciress. They coaxe=d and gleaded, but
e no avall. Foszeit, howaver, by his
powayr of persuasion, and helped by his
really likable gelf, that Fannie wasn't
long'in finding ouf, gained in her a
possible ally to their plans. He whis-

pered to her that he would probably
be in town a week, and drew for hime
solf an nvitatien to dine the following
evening. Once outside, Forrest shool
his head dejectedly.

“It's & durn shame!” he complainsd
“She'd be a great card. ,'Well I guess
we'll go back topight without her.”

“There, there,” soothed Pete, “don%
give up. Look here, I'm going to stay
here a while longar. Maybe I can luﬂ
her”

A week later Forrest received thl
fallowing telegram: ~

“Thompson is coming with me tow
morrow, Bill her with Fossett, Duzan
and Bates, PETE”

Forrest's brow wrinkled. It wonld
be a great fizzle to bill ber up in the
papers and then have her desert him.
So he shot back another wire to Fome
sett: *“Are yousura she'll stick?”

The answer Wwas brief, but convine=
ing: “Sha ought to. She promised me
before a preacher.”

How He H

elped Matters Along

Rv Ahner Anthonv

——

ANEEN cherished mo illysions
N about the smart sef after the
formal dinner that had ush-
eTedtin e gaities {or the house party
of which she wes.the only insiggificant
member. She bad been private sec-
retary to Mr. Munsen, of Munsen Com-
pany znd Son, for two years, when the
Mun#éns began plannink an eliborate
weck.end entertainment at-their coun-
try ce for" a group of their son's
fri . and io hers pleasant surprise,
she found herself included Hl their list
of guests
On recsm.ng-tha invitation, Nanesn
spent one entire’ Baturday afternmoon
buying the frivolous things for which
ehe had never hefore had any need,
The first evening at the Munsens she
Lad dressed herself carefully, her
poung hekrt [ besting high ~wilhi-the
thaught thet she was to associate for
ihree whold days with the cultured
soas a:fdumim of theefty’s richest
men. v L E
Her ' disfllusiooment came very
swiftly, Two of the girls dramk so
much ’tﬁu—d mm .tliw had 1:0

[ s -

T

be carried upsisirs by servants and al-
most every man wes tog ufterly fool-
ish to carry on any sort of conver-
sation. This was the life, then, that
ehe had read about and envied, con-
sldered Naneen thoughtfully, as she
looked around the room &t m girts,
lounging indolently on chairs and di-
vans, puffing at

It was quite sarly the next moraing
when, in & chic serge sult .and stout
brown walking-boots, Naneen availed
herself of her hostess' suggestion to
get up gnd lopk over tha farm a bit it
she did not like to sleep late. She
found her pleasant employer and his
good-looking son at breaskfast. Both
men rosp qulekly, greeting her cor-
dially, and she experienced her firsl
real pleaspre at the much anticipated
house party while she sat at the table
with them. She gmmouriced her inten-
tion of taking a brisk walk, whereup-
on ihs younger Munsen asked 1o ac-
company her. While he wus gone
upstairs fo get into a pair of high

her old employer almed a broad-
e at her, 4

“You met Miss Betty Calloway last
night, didn’t you?™ he began: lazily,
“Charming girl! T don't mind tellinz
you—'* here he leaned conildently to-
ward her—“T want Don to marry her.
Truth of the matter is=—T1 have reazon
to belleve 'that they are aln!ulv en-
gaged.”

“Indeed!” said Naneen looking the
old man steadlly in"the eye, Bhe falt
the blood fame into her face. Her
employer was teking care lo See that
she read the “No poaching” sign on hig
handsome son. She mads a few pgree-
able remarks, touched on the weather,
the beauty of the meadows seen from
the breskfast room window, and com-
mented with rare good judgment on
ks prize stock that she had noticed
the day before when she came down.
Then she excused herself and went
swinging off down a gravel path be-
tween rows of early tullps ‘Tu her
surprise, she encountered Bob May-
fleld at the end of the path.

“I've been here watohing for you
for an hour. You certalnly made a hit
with me last night” He caught her

arm and tumeﬁ toward a little knoll
bevond which an orchard offered a
paradise of drifting loom.

Naneen breathed deeply and threw
out ‘her arms in a gesture of happ¥
abandon. To her astonishment, Bob
Mayfleld put an arm around her care-
lessly. “Come on, you pretty thing”
he dvawled guittly, “I'm going to kiss
you, You've got me going”

Naneen was quick os a flash. A
buslaess girl knows well enough how
to protect herself without making a
scene. When she had fold young May-
field, who was a ‘milllonsire's son and
therefore considered himself a privi-
leged character, just what slic thoughbt
of him and his kind, she whirled blind-
Iy into the orchard. There she found
an old seat built around atp;uarled ap-
ple tree and she dropped down on i1,
her knees trembling so that she was
glad 1o rest for a minute

“¥ou ran away from me, dida't
you?" Den Munsen sat down beside
Ber. Then soberly. “I heard every
word you said to Mayfield. ! wanted
to thrash him within an Inch of his

for her,

life, but if-he has an ounce of gray
mgtier, e won't nesd anything but a
ielegrem calling him away from here
today. You're & very wonderful girl—
i me, Naneen™

If there iz one thing that hurts a
girl more ithan anything else in life,
it is to have the man with whom she
is in iove and who Is estensibly not
eompiimegt her.  PFOr two
years, every time Don  Munsen had
enlered Lis father's private office, Na-
neent had feit that all of the bloed in
her body was beating in her small
ears. Every time she had heard him
call some girlover the telephone to
mate engigements, she had wanted to
soream, bul instezd, because she was
& plaver girl who always usad hsr
head, she had never by the- flickering
of an eyelid lst him know what he
maitered to ber any more than the
old " janitor. One day, just a week or
twa hefore the house party, he had
brought her a ‘bunch of violets. She
had peen so pverwhelmed, so utterly
kapy tbhat she was almost speechless,
but she had been able to thank him

perfunctorily and 1o keep vight on
typing, as il her salary dgpended on
geitipg that shest through the ma-
chine with ali speed. " She bad known
that she was playving with fire when
she accepted an invitation to his home,
but when a girl is just twenty-two,
pretty, in love, and the year i3 at the
spring-——what can ‘one expsct even if
she is clever enough to always use her
head. ]

“Isat it lovely here," she asked
quite comaposedly, veering the conver-
salion away from the unpleasant epi-
sode, “the sunshise on the apple tiees,
the birds darting In and oul-—we are
very [ar from the office {oday, aren’t
we?

“I wanied to kick Mayfield for put-
ting his arm around you a while 2zo0,
but if you don't turp hers and lot me
tell xou how much I love you—"

A bird seemed go be singing in her
heart. Naneen's breath came fast, un-
evenly—then memory stabbed .Ler
fiectling hinppiness with recollection of
her employver’s staigment at breakfast
about Betty Crlloway,

“T—I can't listen” She jumped up
and furned quickly from bim only te
encounter his father, who had planted
himself squarely in the way.

“What's this?" %e demanded.

“She dossn't—care,” sald Don.

Naneen could not endure the pain fa
his voice go she looked up at him, her
eyves blurred with tears. “Your father
told me (hat you were engased to Bet=
ty Calloway—"'

“Why, Dad, yo—you"

The senior Munsen took a very
smail, cold hand and palted it as he
placed It in his son’s hend, eagerly
streiched oul w clasp il “You see™
he explained. “I wanted to healp Doa
along—you've never evén mppeared te
notice him in the office and so I
thought, perhaps, you would think
better of him if some other girl seeme
#d o wani him.” '

Naneea smiled radiantly at thim
“Waoy, I suppose every girl wants
Don,” she said with the world old
conceit of the specics over the male
who pappens to vause when Lo passes
her way.
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LOVE you betier than mtluu m"ll.r McKean had often said themselmonthoopenbmony of the

in the world,” pald ‘Henry Forbes to Myra's mother ‘during the many clubhouse, “how In the world aid you

as he pressed a kins upon the lips days Heary bad courted Myra, and come to choose little Myra McKean

nfm#ﬂohdmmhéhhﬂ- Mrs, McKean bad always agreed with when there were 8o many other gitls
1t wea &' balmy sufimer evening, him without a moment’s hesitancy, al- . &t your heels?"

Myrs MoEesn was like a girl fn a though in her own quict moments shs

falrr story.

mmmmmum sha wonld  suddenly” stop and- chide er tray at the side of the ‘big easy
3t sesmed as If he were kissing each herself for being 5o intense in analyr- chair ha was slouching into.
one of her silky brown curis. Then ing one's

i mnmnu.mﬁ

espying some one just edtering the
Ttalien portola at the other end of the

¥oung man whe ram up the

garden, he suddenly relcased his new- steps of the exalusivs bashelor elub of
Jy acquired possession and he snd Detroit to tender his resignation. And cidedly. “You've always ‘imown my

Myra hastened toward the portols.
Myra's father and mother were seated
there. And it was with a joyous tri

umphant ring in Heary's voice he told

of {18 angagement, adding at the end, him thes best

*With your consent, of comnrse.”

& new and firmer grip he
hsnd In response to that
chum, Willard Lawrence;
when that homorary member wished
h‘mm

“But began Willard in his

“Why, yes—was there really & res-
mmm&slmalmw
ty brown curls and big viclet eyes?”

“Indeed ‘there was,” Henry sald de-

pet ideas of heredity, bhaven't you?"

“Well, that's it. You see, I balieve
Mmﬁmﬂtmu”wm
soever with a human being, 7' all in
the blood, Laury, and although all the
other girls 1 knmow were perfect la-

"‘mm‘t:mm“m quizzical way m they had seited dies with charming manners, some-

has

.
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‘how 1 always found their finesse bad
been acguired and never been born in
them. That's what has made 2ll the
diffsrsnce In the world., It's the pa-
rents of a girl I consider in choosing
a wife—not the girl herself so much.
for you know the old sclentific law i
that character always skips a genera-
tion and—" Henry suddenly realized
he had said enough for Willard to un-
derstand hla polnt. He settled back
'ﬂ#hhlhbllcwrmd struck 2
‘matoh te his elgar.

“You might be right, old boy,” re-
marked Willard lightly, “but I don"t
thipk .I couyld be sp scleptific aheut
loving, I 1 loved o girl that's all
there'd be to {t, I'm afraid.” But Hen-
ry held his own opinfon and shook his
head in decided disagreement,

One afternoon when Henry was

playing bridge with Myra in the great
drawing room of the McKean mansion,
Mrs. McEean called Henry aside on
some pretext or other ;md e;.corted
him to bep private reom. .
“Henry," she began a ilttle solemn-
ly. “I have sométhing to tell you be-
fore you marry Myra. [ think, now
that you are about to become her hus-
band and will hold her future in your
hands, you qught 4o know that she is

‘not pur child"”

Henry’'s face went a ghutly white,
Ars. McKean noted it. but continued:
“She was left on our front step twen-
ty years age, & little ‘hundle of pink
life, and we togk her In and raised
her as our own." Mrs. McKsan arose
85 though her confession was over,
much to her rellef. Henmry walked si-
lently out of the-room ;ust behlml Mrs,

MecKean like a body whose soul had
flown.

Then the next morning Henry arose,
He was a néw man with a new light
in his-eyes.
and told her Myra's birth made no dif-
ference o him ¥hatever. “I-lova her
beyond-ail -worldly interfereace, and,
although my: plan bhas always been g
litle differeni—jove knows so law—
and Myre - shall be my wife Juzt the
'.”ﬂ Mo L8 5 }

A few weeks Iater, just as the last
strains -of the  wedding march died
down and the multitudes of people be-
gan to crowd out of the door of the
church after the bride was flitted away
ina palstla.l car to the McKean home,
Mrs., MeKean leaned Btck into the

cushions of ‘her  caupe - “and laughqﬁ.

. merrily. . "Sadnfa.i.;;. ‘she. sa.ld half

S ST

He went to Mrs. McKean |

Y

aloud, “so glad it's the res!l thing. I
had my doubts. 1 must get to him af
once.”

Mrs, McKean corpered Henry in s
alcove of the reception robm just sfte
er they had received the suests in du
formality.

“Henry, my son,” she said softly, &
Ligt of afection in her eyes, “it isn'%
80 at all
ra. 1 was Just testing you to find out
how much you really did love her
Willard had told me your ideas of 1ife,
and I experimented on your love with
the acid {est. Will you forgive me™
che asked aweetly,

And Hemry, taking her soft, smooth

face belween -his hands, kissed her
reverently, o Y
“Bot wait dll I get Willard,” ‘ha

grinned, mshmg oft in- his dlrnctiﬁn.

. “T'eany '

She is our baby—little My--

¢
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